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deeply hostile to the Fascist forces under Prince Starhemberg. Starhem-
berg, I was told, was ordered to wipe out these nests of Democrats as the
price of Mussolini's military support and financial aid to Austria. I
cannot vouch for that, but in Austria it was generally believed.
He advanced towards Vienna by way of Linz, and the Social Demo-
crats in Vienna, mostly young men and boys, seized their rifles, took up
position on the roofs of the Goethe Haus, and the other big blocks of
working class dwellings, and prepared to defend these positions. Their
leaders declared a general strike, but something misfired and the
response was only partial. The leaders themselves fled, leaving the boys
to do the fighting and the dying.
They hadn't a chance against Prince Starhemberg's artillery, firing at
short range against these blocks of apartments, swarming with women
and children. Some of the boys fought to the end, and their dead or
wounded bodies lay in the courtyards. Others were captured and
hanged.
I went to see the results of that bombardment. No journalist was
allowed near, but some Austrian friends made a plan to get me in. I
was to go to the Goethe Haus at a certain time. There I should see a
working woman and a small girl struggling to carry in a big washing
basket. I would help them carry it and go in with it. Of course I mustn't
be too well dressed.
According to plan I met the woman with the washing basket and
took one handle of it. But my way was instantly barred by an enormous
policeman with a rifle slung over his shoulder,
"What do you want?" he asked in German, very grimly. "What are
you doing here?"
I was aware that I did not resemble an Austrian working man and
that I could not get away with anything like that.
"I am an English journalist," I told him. "I wish to see the bom-
barded dwellings."
He was a giant of a man and looked ferocious.
"Come with me," he.said.
"Pm for it!" 1 thought. "I shall certainly be arrested and put into
some unpleasant cell."
But he took me through the courtyard, entered the great block of
buildings, and led me*into a flat which had been smashed up by
gunfire. Thra J;his ,gfant wept, with big tears dropping down his
cheeks. ^ --. -
"It is terrible!" he said. "It is tragic! You see what they have done?
These poor people here paid for these buildings out of their own money.
They were not political, these mothers and children. They were honest,
simple folk. Suddenly they found themselves under artillery fire. They